The Jagged Words 
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I am not immune 
to the jagged words 

in the late hours 
they overtake 

the night 
the darkness 
the voices 

at times 

they can seem as one 


at times 

they can fill this room 
with an enormous amount 
of complexity 

at times 

this complexity 

emanates from the walls 

or in the air 
all around me 
as if they were both here 
and yet not here 

dimensions 
planes of reality 
both here and there 

their voices 

their words 

coming through 

the gates of another realm 



do these voices 
seek to dominate 
do they seek to control 
do they seek to interfere 
do they seek to commandeer 
and lead me in a direction 
of their choosing 

it is late 
and they 

are growing stronger 

I often wonder 

do they surround us all? 


the day that I first heard them 
the world became 
a different place 


one world. 

two. 

infinite worlds 
beyond our knowing 

it is late 

and they are speaking more 

I do not listen 
I do not have to listen 
though it was I 
who opened the door 
I do not have to listen 

it is late 

and they are speaking more 

whatever they say 
I care no more 


whatever they say 
I care no more 





* * * 
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